]'I
f
\
|
~
L=
s ;
:
|
oh

i

Falls in Love With Its Reflection, a Picture of the City's Life as True as Any
Shown by a Small Town's Main Street—Types of Men and

—

By JANE DIXON.

(%Y HAT weo want" sald the ed-
itor, leaning back In his
Chnir and expanding ns
only editors ean do, “ure stories that
refloct the life of the town. Plenty of
Forty-second wirest and Broadway,
ll!m’u the {dea. You know how every
small town has a Main street. You
aan walk up Main street and tell ex-
actly what kind of a town It ls, Broad-
Way {8 the Main street of New York"
The editor wap right, Edltors al-
hys ar}-. If they are not, you gurgle
anm eager approval at them anyhow,
thon go around the corner and do your
cussing In private. But in this cuse
he wia absotively and posilutely right.
HBroadway reflects the life of New
York as truly as did the fountain over
which Narclasus bent mirror the face
of that unfortunate youth. And like
NAaveissus, New York fally in love with
ity own reflection. But [t does not
pine away and die therefrom, Instead
i becomes so enamored of itself that
’1:"‘”“ Into fourth speed and burns
up all the roads In the world race for
hialth, wealth and happiness.
drops Into the nearest gllded garden
and tells Luclen, the head walter, to
sehd a portion of Jobster salad with
something tall and cold and tinkly on
the side,

*“Having hearkened unto the sage
mutterings of the editor, T batook my-
##lf to the subway station and fought
my wny to an uptown trench. Outslae
of a couple of crushed toes, a left ol-
bbw Jab In the solar plexus and alx

Or it

l

ningham's plumbing ahop on the east
erd Ulner & Phillips's dry goods store
on the west, a matter of rwo entire
t.wn blocks, 18 Marion's Tialio. To
et herself talked about and excluded
from the embroidery club all a girl
has to do Is to walk down the Rislto
and glance Into the windows of the
Marion House, Never agaln will she
boa heralded in the soclety column of
the Morning Gasette na having passed
the lemon sherbert at AMrs, Riche's
afternvon reception. Her appearance
several times the same day along the
Iialto marka her a soclal pariah. 8he
might Just as well pack up the family

telencope and decamp for parts un- |

anown, Thus does Maln sireet reflect
(he life of the small town,

And as cramped Maln street of the
emull town reflacts the narrow life of
‘hie town, so does big, beautitul, brill-
lant Broadway reflect the life of
the metropolls. Here In the lana o:
Jo an you please, say what you please,
®o where you please. 8o long as you
keop moving, learn the wigwag lan-
sunge of the traMe policeman and keep
beyond the baneful glare of the green
lights you are a free and untrammelileg
soul. You are privileged to eat roast
turkey with dressing for breakfast and
soft bolled eggs for dinner. You msy
wear white flannel trousers and go
without a hat in February, and If it 1s
your pleasure to don a bearskin cont
~n the hottest day of July no one I
going to say anything to you about |t,
They may think you are a bit sccen-
trie, but this will not be held agninst
you, On the oontrary, eccentricity
evokes admiration along the
Bywny. The more extreme the ecoen-
tricity the more extreme the admira-
tion. In the case of the bearskin coat

“Betty Broadway, some prefer her to you.”

strands of beads lost from the tassel  the most

on my handbag, 1 landed in a B, B
local . without Injury, Thence, mor-
tised Into a corner between a fat man
who Insisted on turning the pages e
paper every third second and n
woman in a broad hat with sawtooth
edge, I was wnfted by violent jerks
and slides to Times Square. Here I
encaped to the streel. The first breath
alr in twenty minutes was sweet to
the taste. Broadway lonked llke Para-
dise. the Paradise of our dreams,

So This In Maln Street!

.80 this Is Main strest, New York
eity, The thought came of another
Main street, the roflector of life in my
own home town back In Ohio, Thers
the principal Items of Interest are

I

Broadwany would do s to
wounder whant firm of furrlers you are
pushing. .

Delightfully Wicked Sound.

Whereln doesd the Great White Way
reflect the life of New York? It s

always a keen pleasure to ‘refer to | tion, Batty hles her to the bootery,| ., unexpected places,
Mair street, Manhattan, as the Great | where for the price of a pear] necklace | 0o vae onn forret out an ext
White Way because it sounds so de- | she is allowed to depart with a palr of |y shustutele uncanny

lightfully wicked.
back home read about it In those terms
they see that the bolts on the windows

Blg |

the wons, because It In a ocase of Just
one mack sult after another, but your
nvernge onsthe daughtera will be nine
{ put of n possible ten.

| Begin with Broadway Itself and Its
| reminications In the Thirtles, Forties
and Fiftles.

Of all the peoples who |

Women Reveal Plainly the Sections Whence They Come

yshoot out stralght for a foot or mso.
| Ardent Johns must learn to dodge this
| trather or g!v  up thelr seata to a more
nimble swain,

This searon Betty favors the tnssal
(g a millinery adjunct. Bhe arranges

thread thelr ways among the calelums |

thesa are the most typleal., A dmugh-
ter of the district ean no more be mis-
thken for a Bronnix output than extra
vy can be mistaken for May wine.
The Broadway girl 1s devoted to her
one plece serge or her swagger cloth
sult, Be far as she I8 concerned dimity
dresmes with rufMlea no longer exist
outside of the moving pictures, where
they are worn to give an atmosphere
of the South before the civil war. Give
bir a nlce, sticky day in mid-July, and
she will revel In the hot cling of cloth
©.t to shock the sensibilities of the
#ane. From a hatbox under the bed
sle will drag forth the trusty summert

J

| #*enming body.
Next comes the hat. No floppy leg-

|
t

with a shoechorn.”

horn with pink roses and forget-me-
nots scattered over the brim. No black
lace straw with an American Beauty
to give dash. None of those cornflower
und poppy and dalsy and buttercup
combinations hinting of golden har-
ve*itn to be. Nothing in the way of
shirred chiffons or lacy lngeries.
What, a straw hat after the Fourth of
July? Absurd. BSuch things are for
December and January. But now that
the warm weather (s here, it Is time
to look to the velvets, the felts, the
silks and satins. Glva her a tight
velvel turban, one which fita around
her brow like a burning band, and she
will be ns happy as a peacock with a
new set of feathers.

Broandwny Betty, 1917 edition, is in-
variably in tan. Tan ls not the color
mentioned in Lthe nifty black and white
striped shop where Betty goes bank-
rupt. There the ofly tongued person
with the persuasive personality calls it
| vigeon wing brown or doughboy drab
| or something equally alluring. Any
lone can wear an ordinary tin dress
| But a gown, doughboy drab—that s
| another matter quite.
| Having acquired the doughboy erea-

A tlde waler
No one except a toe

| bullt Hke a house iIn
marsh, on stilts

| fura and swathe them around her

boh coyly behind her ear, where
It clips at lenst five years from the sum
titisl of her nge. Her mushroom hat ls

»mushiroomed she s In constant dan-
T collision with hurrled pedes-
triang who have no respect for the
alrocitiey of fakhlon. Only by titing
her chin sharply skyward is she en-
|abled to know she has reached the
| Claridge, her favorite luncheon ren-
| dezvous,

Lucky Betty If she Is the proud pos-
seswor of o =able shoulder cape. 1f not
gable, one of the leseer furs will do.
| Otherwim' she Is compelled to shiver

« nf

“In a Yale blue suit donned along in the July heat wih nothing |

| betwoen ler and the thermometer ex-

leept a scurf of moleskin or ermine,
| There hove been cases where she must
be contert with the lowly fox, though

she felt the sting of poverty with sv
passing breeze.

| Betty !s the queen bee of thé Blg
Byway. Her heela are a little higher,
her skirts n Httle shorter and tighter,
her shoulders a little narrower, her

ery

hats a little closer, her lps a little red- |

| der than any In New York. Her dia-
monds may not count &0 much in

‘rnlnr. but when It chmes to carats
they are thers like a couple of Engliah
walnuts

i Chronle Leading Lady a Rival.

Do not gather that Baotty is left to
queen it over Broadway alone and un-
disputed. Competitors crop out at
every corner. There the chronie

]

| leading lady, slightly passe, but cling- |

| Ing to her laurels with the desperation
|(|f one who seas second leads or even
{eharacters staring her in the face. She
It is who affects the pleture hats bent
to throw shadows where shadows are

most neeled. Her gowns incline to
the pilc sque rather than the se-
vere, fur tiough she hna lwen true to

| the nuthor of “Eat and Grow Thin," a
|f¢.-w superfivous pounds will creep out
The way a
ra ounce
Bouffant sllks

When the folks | pstent leather pumps., The pumps nre’.nd wraps thrown with studied cares

|I:=asm.-sl neros=s shoulders to conceal
t the effect of chlcken i la King at mid-

are secure for the night and order out | dancer of the first class is expected 0| nieht and wheat cnkes for breakfast
another bottle of sarsaparilin from the | tecter along on them without eracking | jy her secret of sustalned succoess,

{fcebox In the pantry. Talk about dis-
ripation!
If we accept Broadway as the mirror

of our city no more eloquent picture |

could be reflectad than in its clothes.

an ankle,* A blind man would have
difficulty in milssing the clocks on her
| slockings.
But it Is
really shinea.

in millinery that Betty
Initiative and courage

| Nor must we forget the eternal In-
genue with the Emplre walstline and
the curls, The jast time daughter, who
iIs married and lives out In Kansas,
| came to the theatre to see mother she

Stoll's shos store, the *Cote” House, | By their clothes ye shall know them. | shout from every angle of her hat | brought her six-year-old son with her,
City National Bank, Pilgrim Inn and | Stand at the corner -of Forty-second | The top plece must be something cute | Bonny thought grandma was great in

Glve passersby the

and catchy, If there s & Paradise

{ her part of n sixteen-yeuar-old girl with

If you are acquainted | feather in the scheme it s not allowed | schoolbooks under her wrm and a sp.

labby of the Knickerbocker Hotel or [with the map of Manhattan Isle you |to sit up stralght and dignified as any | You will recognize the eternal ingenue

the district in seif-respecting PParadise feather should. ! the moment

you glimpse her. She

which native sons and daughters live, | Instead It is fastened a fow inches | wears a black velvel ribbon chinstrap

You may go wrong now and agaln on | above the left eyebrow and made lo[aml ounning alippers with straps.

\\Y

it

I don't see no

 * Joes tcecream parlor. Stoll's shoe | sireet for a while,
4 | store ls to Marion, Ohlo, what the main | up and down,
" the Palm Room alléy of the Astor is to | will be amble to call
1 Broadway.
i The length of street between Cun- W an
{' OLD MAN GREENLA
2% By DAVID A. CURTIS. 1bleedged to live witk their wife.
i y , » | he don't git along with her all's he's
=" AKIN® things by an' large” | .04 15 4o {8 to knock her on the haid
aaid old man «Greenlaw |an’ git o other one if he's fool enough
i thoughtfully, “I reckon clv=|to want one, an' they won't be nothin’
| flization i1= nigh 'bput the best thing |3!4 to him fo' It.

£l

ever hnppened the human race.

| " Pake them nations what ain‘t oiv-
fifzed an’ what be they? Mo'n half on
“_.b_m lgn'ant savages what goes
'round naked, shootin® plsened arrers
into each other, an’ entin' each others

]
| @/l bodien 'long o' not havin' proper

;v[ﬂnu!s Stinda to reason what they
,'..m'l be nothin® dld with ‘em on'y fo'
to, tromple ‘em out llke yo' do rattle-
kes nn’ other varmints when they
"n‘ be got ar™
“Mebblie Sam DPearsall

L glnomily, "but they s some "dvantages
h'IWlll bein® n lgn‘ant suvage, Fo' one
t‘ thing savages don't liave to pay no
¥ taxes Cost dollars last
'Iyrnr fo' tn ‘mhabit my own home. I'd

"' been that much In anyways If It

badu't 'a’' been for what yo' all calls

tetvilization.”

“Well, th'nin't no Meputin® that,” sald
be old min, admitting the point hand-
omiely nho s the white man's
Wirden, an the Good Nonk says, but
f yor all wa'n't elvilized ‘tain‘t lkely
a'd have no houmse to live into. That's
ot to he tooken Into o'neideration®

But Mr. Menpsall pefused to Lo drawn
LN an nirgument,

“They's other things too” he sald

N more gloomily. “Tgn'ant savages,
ordin' to what 1 onderstands,

/
:

kn,"  waid

me u'leen

Y

‘dvantages into ¢lvillzation what's
quite ek’ to that.”

This time 1t was the old man who
balked at the opportunities for argu-
ment.

“Can’'t be no d'apute,” he sald, “but
what they s responsibilities pertainin’
to civilization, hut they = waya o
gittin® out of ‘em."

“As what?' asked Pearspll, as one
who has Uttle hope but great Intereat.

“Well, they's d'vo'ce co'ts” #sug-
gested the old man,

“D'vo'ce hell!” exclulmed Pearsall
ungrily. *“fhe wouldn't reco'nize nho
d'vo'ce, not ‘thouten ste got it her
own salf, an' th'ain‘t no hopes o' that."

“Mebbe that's so, said the old man,
“Undoubtediess they's heen some mis-
takes made in civillzation, same's they
Is Into most ey'ythin' elss, an' probly
marringe {8 one on ‘em. I nin't p'parad
to say what 'tain't the wu'st one they
in, but they aln't no law o'mpels a man
to git married,

“He don't have to, 'thouten msome
woman gits ber eye sot on him, nn'
then they ain‘t no help fo' him, but
cven at thot, they's compensations. It
helps to perpetuite the race, an' some-
body s got to suffer fo' it Just
nachully married men Is the ones,

“it he's tool enough to git married
first off, just nachully he's got to take
the consequents. If it gits to not be
mdured no longer, th' on'y thing Is fo'
him to light aut”

“Wheore to?”

TELLS HOW

“Don't make no p'ticlar Jdiffrence
where to,” was the answer, “"on'y so
It's some'res where she can't find
him.*™

*I'hey ain't no sich place,” sald Mr.

Pearsall, lapsing Into gloom again,
and the old man’ geelng the futll-
Ity of that line of thought took

up another,

“That ain't neither here nor thar”
he wald. “PInt js what civillzation
cames nackul to a white man an* he's
got to make the hest of It
to suffer, hut tooken hy an’ large, It's
prob’ly the best o'n be dld Likely
they wouldn't never ‘a’ been no draw
poker If it hadn't *a" been fo' clviliza-
tion.™

“I dunno "bout that,” sald Jim Blals-
dell doubtfully, “Draw poker ‘pears
to be the nachul p'sult o mankyind.
I reckon 1t'd "a' been played mo' 'r less
even If they hadn't never been no
civillzation."

The usunl! company was assembled
In old man Greenlaw's little sajoon in
Arknnsas City, and Mr. Blaisdell and
Mr. Winterbottom and Mr. Rassett
hnd listened with their usukl indif-
ference to the old man's opening re-
markn. They had been only mildly in-
tarested though somewhat amused hy
Mr. Pearsall's Interruption, but the
reference to draw poker wam i chnl-
lenge they could not lgnore, and If
Mr. Blalsdell had not sapoken ons of
the others would almost certainly
have done so.

When the old man replied they
lstened Intently, Poker was more
than a passion with all of them. It
was o pursull

“Hist'ry don't tell it thataway,” sald
the old man. “They ain't nothin' aald

Gt the fast begiaiia's v weker)
SN, b e el

Bome hns |

Prob'ly they wa'n't no b'ginnin's
Junt nachully they must ‘a’ been poker
al'ays, but the hull human ruce wus
playin' faro just afe’ civilization was
made.

“'Pears the savages was 'Gyptians,
them days, an' the whites was Isr'e-
lites, on'y they wa'n't nobody civilized
then, an' the savages done had the
upper hand, an' the whites was slaves,
0" co'se that wa'n't nachul, but they
couldn't be nothin' did about it till the
Lawd sent Moses fo' (o fix things up.

"Ev'ybody wus u playin' faro, Nke
1 sald, an’ Moses seen what the whites
dldn't kad no chanst ag'ln the aavages
inte no sich gume as that, faro bein'
u gamblin® game then, same's 'tis now.
The whites was doin' all the work
what was did, an’ (hey was makin' all
the money., but they done lose their
wids ‘s fast ‘s they got 'em, buckin'
ag'in faro, an' that kep’ 'em po'.
| “This yer Moses ‘pears to been a
s'perior kyind of A man an' he set
about things right senaible. First off,
he begin buckin' fare his ownself, an'
him bein' prob'ly the on'y man what
ever beat the game perm'nant, he done
win out. Don't sound reas’nable, but
I reckon he must ‘a* had a system,
nn' them days I reckon the
hadn't learnt how to bent a system
play, like they doce now, ev'ry time,

"He must 'n* knowed, thougl, what
fare wasn't no Kylnd of & game fo' n
white man, beln' ‘s ‘taln’t nothin' but
gamblin' nohow, so ‘nstid o' learnin’
him mystem to the isr'elites he done led
'dm out In the wilderncsa an' learned
‘em clvilization. Done tooken him
fo'ty years to do I, but ‘pears like it
wiur wuth the trouble”

“Back up!” excialmed Joo Basselt,
rudely. “Yo' all was a
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“You know Miss Fifth Avenue
by her grooming.”

' Who could bs so thick aa to miss
| the Broadway beau? His pinchback
coat is belted and buckled half way

Hix linen is inclined to the hello or

rose, sometimes combined with white,

but just as often not, If the managers |
have heen truly appreciative of genius |
| his display of personal Jewelry woula

never condemn him to the position of |
| shrinking violet, His russet half shoes

take a higher pollsh than the Hope

1 diamond.

| Works His Stage Wardrobe. |

[ 1¢ you night a frock coat along
| Brondway In the morning the wearer
|18 more likely to be a victim of neces-
| sity than a stickler for form. He has
| probably had a bad season and is work-
|m¢ hias stage wardrobs overtime. A
fellow In n Yale blus wsuit donned |
with the ald of a shoe horn, and a
black ribbon mounted with his mono-
grim in dinmonds by way of a watch
chain, Is from the Palace Theatre,
The bhlue suit without the diamond
monogram signifies vaudeville, but not |
the Paluce Thedire. Such asseta are |
for the big time boya. |

Do not overlook the man with the
gray ut his temples and the shiny sait
bagging at the kneos. He is undoubt-
| addly a banker, & hroker, or a marchant
| printe who has strolled over to the
| gay way to enjoy the fun. Follow
him. You will see him crawl into a
large limousine and telephone the sec-
ond assistant chouffeur to drive him
to his elub.

That girl in the mauve racing car
| with the purple leather upholatery and
the mechanlelan {n livery 8 not a
i millonaire’'s  bride, Bhe (s Stella |
Stunts, whpe drops from the top of
the Woonlworth Bullding twice a day
| for the movies. The man In the
eheeked sult with her, who a moment
ago conflded to a friend he dropped
| “ten thou' at the track" this after-
noon, I8 not Willle Astorbilt. He s
Lonly her munager,
| Who comes here? A glel In plnk
linen, rubber soled shoeg and a sport
hat. This & not Broadway stuff. You
are right, The cool summer girl has
wandergd down from the banks of the

Hudson, somewhere on Washington
Heights, You wlll searcely helleve I,
Betty Broadway, but swenters are |

much vogue up along Riverside Drive.
The way they load on the lugs you!
might think they were summering In |
Newport or that they had a place at |
Long Beach and just dashed In for
the afternoon, The alrs of them! And
you sweltering In your furs and wvel-
| vels

There hiave been numerous cases up-
lmwn of women guests arrivingto din- |

R SUP

sayin' what this Moses person wns a
s'porior kyind of a man.”

“Bho was,” sald the old man an If
surprised at the Interruption and not
serlng the pertinence of It

“"Waell, 'cordin’' to what yo' savs he
must ‘a’ been a4 Abtionist, them
Isre'lites bein' slaves, They ajn't no
a'perior Ab'litloniste."

For n moment the old man was cer- |
tainly taken aback, but he rallled
quickly,

“That kyvind o talk s perjury,” he
sald aternly, “an' it comes tol'able nigh |
bein' Masphemious, If they was to i-u1
much of it 4id it'd #p'ile all the hist'ry
ever wan wrote, They aln't no men-
tion made of Ab'litionists them davse,
#0 it stands to reason Moses wa'n't
one on ‘em, an' what he dons even-
chal proves (t."

“What was it he done?" asked Jake
Winterbottom as if a little impatient |
at the Interruption.

“A hellova lot,” suid the old man as
if glad to turn away from the dis-
turbing thought suggested by Bas-
sett, “Firat off. he done ap'iled the|
‘Gyptians, |

“'Pears they was p'parin’ fo' to bulld |

tha pyramids, an’ tha prineip’l In-
dustry o' ths country was makin'
| bricks. 80 he dopne made the Isr'e-

Hies mix i mess o straw in the bakin® |

|nu the bricks wa'n't no good, an' he
| kep' on doln' stunts like that, till the
| '‘Gyptiane done seen what tre Isr'e-
| Mtes wa'n't no d'sirable slaves, an'
they done b'gin to co'nmider gittin' ria |
of ‘em.

“They wias maglcluns them duys, an'
Moses wasa ong on ‘s, an' he begin
workin' meracles fo' to pester the
‘Gyptians mo' an’ mo', til they was

‘pluqnbwmu'i'tthlymm'tb’

| did tooken him fo'ty

ner dressed In dotted Swiss. 1 know,
Betty, you had forgotten there wams auch
an animal, Gingham gowns are as fre-
quent In the Beventles and Eightles
As bare kneea above half hoss are In
the upper Thirties, afdd therse nre as
many aport skirts in the Eightles aa
there are short akirts on Sporty-seventh
street, The uptown girl plays tennia
Bhe goes for long walka In the park
or along the viver. 8he ridesn. 8he
golts, Bhe lunches and dines at home
or In the home of & friend.. She dresses
In harmony with her surroundings.
Bome there are, Betty Broadway, who
profer her to you, though of course,
yvou have your loynliats,

P —

' “So far as she is concerned, dimity dresses no longer exist.”

Miss Fifth avenue. TYou eannot
misa her, Bhe glides alomg quletly,

| gracefully, self-possessed. The very
between the waistline and the armpits, | polse of her head bespeaka Assurance. |

For the life of you you cannot re-
member what It was she wus wearing,
although you know it was ultra smart.
No doubt it wine a trilumph from one
of those §300 n throw Avenue tallors.
You did ngt recognize the cloth, That
is not your fault. Tt'ls a specialty
from a forelgn loom, the only plece
of Its kind In America, imported for
this momentous occaslon. How simple
the whole thing was, Yea, and with
the simplicity which causes miladl to
clip mumerous coupons from her
stocks and bonds. For the price of
one of those simple frocks iU is pos-

A district.

BROADWAY AS A MIRRO
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vells and her gioves are Immaoulate,
You can no more remember her hat
than you did her dress Tt was be-
coming. It was chie. It did not
| dip too far to one side or the other.
It was art. High art.
a hundred dollnrs high,

cation, For two of three asasons now
there has. been o game going among

shoes., Most exciting, especinlly for
the bootmaker. If this contlnues we
may expect g amart set wenring skiis
for sandals, A platinum wrist walch
bounded by dlamonds and tan walking

ndicate the daughters of the wealthy
The men fre distingulshed
by clothes which hug the form but do
not pinch the back and by the awing
of thelr walking sticks. Also by the
size of their check bhoks,

That girl In the orange colored
smock and the wide garden hat wound
rognd with a orimmon sash Is from
Washington Bquare. You can tell It
by her bobhed halr. Besldes, who but
one with the soul of an artist would
dare combine orange and orimson in
such a manner? Her skirt s decldediy
|Mxrr in the back. What cares sme?

Ehe har no time for such trifles. And
the thin mite of femininity with her,
pinched of face, with burning eyea.

|
“Working his stage wardrobe

overtime.”

polish, She is glven to wearing f!:ht|*lth Payche

About a haif |
| from Indlan red. A
Feet are a point of Avenue Identifi- | sacklike garment of weird shnda with

| hera and thers wiil pu

the gold apoon girls to ses which oan |
wear the longest, narrowest, pointiast |

| dustry I8 going to get lost by the way«
shosa with common sense heels often |

| nnting.”™
| pendent Artista Exhibit, to get creases

| yourself,

“Where shadows

sible to buy severnd dozens of the
fol de rol wflalrs seen only & bloek
west.

You will know Misg Fifth Avenus
too by her grooming. She |8 to the
rest of her New York sisters what
chumplon thoroughbired tlly I8 to »
stable of seatteriings.  Her hndr I8 al-
ways smooth and glisteny HMer eom-
plexion s without hlemish Hix eve-
rows are perfectly arched.  Her nalls

are pink with Just u susplcion of o

no effo't made fo' to stop him when
he done got ready o skhediddle with
th' Isr'elltes Into the wilderness, tother
slde o' the Red Sea’

'Don't sound redasonable,” anld Joake
Winterbottony thoughtfully “IT  hic

was & Ablitionist like yo' all says, an’
i maglcinn too, "pedrs ke it'd '’ been
n heap sight opsler fo' to git up a
insurrection ke the Ab'litlonists done
tried with the niggers afo’ the winh
an' druy the 'Gyptlans out In the
wilderness, ‘stid o gwine thar Lis-
self.”

“1 ain't & sayin' what s roas'n-
able, sald the old mnn highly cxas-

perated, “but It's hist'ry, an® it's wrote
into the Good Hook it must ‘i
heen dld thataway If yo' all an' Joe
Bfinsett l'.lh'llh on plekin® at It ke yo's
A doin’, they won't be nothin’ left of It,
an' the hull plan o' elvilization Is Uable
foo to be d'stroved Mebboe Mowes
mought 'a' st about mo' senaible,
hut T'm a tollin' vo' uns what he done,
an' ke win oot st the eend, even If It
o Jdo it

“Well, it he done win out,
no mo' to be suid,” observed Jim Blais-
dell, “but that sho” was o long settin’,
I hain't never set into a game what
kep' on mo'n fo' or five days, my own
self.”

“They was mo’ time them days 'n
they (8 now," sald the old man. "Soame
o' them old patriots lived nigh hout a
thousand years afa’ they cronked, an'
Just nackrully thirty or o'ty years
wnr'n't no longer'n a week or =o'

“This yer hist'ry thing ‘pears Lo be
some queer,” sald Joe Bassett. 1
ain't p'pared to ssy what I b'lleves it.”

“Well, 1 reckon mgebbe th'ain't no-
body reely Dbilleves Y, maid the ol
man, “but bein's it's fist'ry it must ‘s’
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are most needed.”
Her groen velveleon dross s
threadivire,
|eap has rusted 1o ahabbiness. It has
bedn some time sinee the barber
el on thnt ¢hook of halr. Ans
stirgelor from the studlo dis-
tricis, Art is long and time s flvet-
ing. Fame Yons L passed her wuy
Thiz Lhobliing of halr hag come to de
anlmost an inevitible slgn of Gresn
wich Villig No honie fide member
of the curlous colony wWoulld Uother

ERSEDED THE ANCIENT GAME OF FARO

been  s0, even twa'n Hiat'ry's
plumh full o that Fiut
that aln't ne Livar nor thur. I"int
i5 what elvilizution wns nea’sary nn
Mowes douno it 'oars what the good
Lawd done seen what they wa'n't no
woold trwin® to git along ‘thouten civ-
Hizution no longer so Mosos was sont
on airth to do It

*Just nnchully he seon what tle
whites wia the on'y ones what was
L wuth hotherin® with, dn' he tooken "om
| out o bondage an' thrned 'em oo
tn the wilderness where they sa'nt no
| faro games runnin' an' the on'y thing
fo' ‘tm to play was poker, tle snme
bein' the on'y game they whiat's
nuchul

He didn't Wnd no ¢nss
bein's the Good Bop

UM, nuked an' relwllioi:

| they must ‘s’ boon mieme

poker game even in 1

done piayed fleshpots with the ‘Gyp-
tlans when they wa'n't plavin' faro
an' they honkered fo' them fleshpots
even a‘ter they done lef® the country,
wo Mones done learned ‘em ta pliy
Inckpots ‘nstead Hist'ry don't tell
| It "xae’ly thatuway, but stands to rea-
gon it must ‘4' boen, fo' they din't no
mention o Aeshpots a'ter that, on'y
ang't.

"What kyind o' play was them flesh-

pots demunded Blulgdell, *"{ never
heer'd on 'em, afol”
"They wouldn't be no way o tellin’'

| whitt they wus," sald the
i the Good Thook hadn't

wig n Jew tried Lo | onto

Christiun lomg  time  a'terwnrds

"T'ears the lar'elites done changed |‘1|.-1r
| names inter on an’ coalled theirgelfs
| Jews like they does to-duy, un' they
ywas n Jew named Lock what was n
.

”

14 mian, "It
' told how they
It

worn | coms
The bluck of her artlst's | s ocnreicd off the fHeld by i plaver In

knots or Dutch rolla or
Maresl waven, It lsn't done in the
Quartier Latin, you know. The price
of & good halr bob will procure you a
place among the artists of the distriot
even though you hever aaw a paint
brush and do not know chrome yellow
smock or any

figures dabbled
t the final touth
to vour Alirtation with art.

Men of Greenwich Villnge, especially
sich as Inhabit studios or garrets,
favor moft shirts with collars attnched,
Any tallor In the district trying to
travel to wenlth via the pressing in-

cabalistlc or cubist

Who I8 there so mundanas as
Interrupt the creation of a
ke “Tulips Hyrterin Coordl-
late sensation of the Inde-

wlde
would
classle

pressed In a palr of pants? And why
Lother about a trifle llke shos laces
when there are sandals to be slid Into
and epaghett] s walting to tickle the
palate mround ut the Black Cal?

No reason nt all. Very well, then,
Pile the unwashed breukfast dishes In
the mink and let them walt until tos,
morrow. Where's the trusty old gray
fedoran? Aba! over there In the corner
under the broken palette and discarded
brushes, Come here, old pal. I'm golng
to take you out for a feed. You lonk
as If you need i, and a Turkish bath,
ton, Maybe I'll stake you to one If the
editor buys that cover design to-mor-
row.

Hata? A mare matter of looation.
A millinery store an the FEast Side Is
much In the same position as an loe
Mant In leoland. and abont as userul,
That mother with the sunkisscd ‘skin
and the shaw! around her shoulders s
from Mulberry Bend. Her dress of*
black sateen is hrand new. In it ahe
is happier than many a dainty dell
who brushes by In furs that would buy
for mother a farm in her beloved
Italy and make her comfortable for
life. 8he is beautifully unconsclous of
her bare head. A hat to heg is & lux<"
ury, not a necessity,

Rosle, her girl, she must cover h
head with foollshness Roale In her
dress of watermelon pink and Ter hat
with the red, red rose, If they could
seo Roslo back there, so stylish, such.
& young lady., Not In all the streot is
there a dress so pink as Rosle's,  Al-
mont [lke silk It looks.

But why she should cover her halr,
binck and glossy, with the American
hat when the sun shines Foallsh
Rosle! When she marries Pletro and
Keeps her own house then she will stop
AUCh  nonsens None of the wives
hus time to bother with hats and red,
red roses. Tt s only the young ones
get spolled with this Amerita. Soon
Rosie will throw n shawl around her
shoulderas cool evenings and leave her
head hare Uke a sensible Ttallan ginl
should. 8he will not want that she
drag her mother so far to this wicked
Dropdway, where they wear sllks and
eating llke A queen

Omly a few reflections In the mirror,
Along the Gay Way are many more as
typloal. Try sifting them out for
You will he surprissd at the
pietures in the gings. Nowhere i the
world will yon find them so diverse,
s true, so renl as in the shining sur-
face of Brondwny.

THE GAME BAG.

EW of the hundreds af thousands
tha
In the course of &
the

perform, are awsre that thers

nf haeehinll
Palo

| L8]

fuins who

vinlt
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BoBRn

Grounds
e thelr favorites,
Cilants
s epecinl signifcance In the coustom of
player's feld
from benth club-
tall bag in his hand

when the homns team is leading in runs

n running across the

the Gilants to the

houkes with the

muile @t the “tart of the ninth inning.

The general mpression among the
fans Is that the player enrrying the
boag Is o fortunate ldividual becausd

his enrly leavinge will
1o the
who munt

permit him to
showers hefore the others,
wall untll the game 4 over,

Miracts attention and
causes some discussion, but the writor
never has heard sny one in the atands

ot

1

staln Lie correct reason

Boefore expliining the true reason it
miu#t ha umlerstood that hall players
as noclass are extremely superstitions.
They beliove In jinxes and charms!
The Glants' pet superstition is that if
they sre leading when the ninth innlng
a reached the opponents Cannot over-

their lead and win if the game

the bull bag before tha beginning of
the ninth Inning,

That's why the plnyver carrving the
Taggge 1wy W untl the eighth
imning s over am! then husties off
lisfosre the ninth g started Muore-

bl hiad whith the game

Hupiposed oot tporing pracefully
Hos twen named the game bag and s
known generally as such

rosked player Woent shy whenever
he could, =0 thea dgoane onlled him Hhy -
lock [

“Ho (lon e Into n st game witls

ne Christiins an’ one on "em ovepr=
plaved oIl un® oouldn't pettle, so
thi; yor  Shvlock person he done
clalmed what ‘cordin' to the old rulo
o' fleshpots he was ‘ntitlod 0 o cut
a pound o meny offen the loser,

HOY eo'me that kyind of 0 tule didn't
Bo They done toak the mutier to
co't, an’ the it twan't
LRIUmNte poker Ut nolsly
never trivd o itointo the
game no mon'”

Jog Hnsselt's eves gleamed suddonky

“Eowouldn't mind plavin' thar rile
Jusit one't 10 One BKyo was settin® Into
the gumes,” he walid 1 wonlidn't keer
none If '‘twa'n't Iegltimate” But the
more thought of the one eved an was
painful to the otherm and there was
NO TEREDPT S8

Even Bassett realized thae be had
made n bud reak, nnd ns iFf to cover
it he =uld Hhigunp.

Aflter thn mile w put back on the
shelfl the old man rosamed

“Heln's th' Ieralites wos the Tawd's
chosien peaple e in't Had no
gre’t tronble learnin' ‘em how to play
pirker selontifie, which hin done res
markahlo well

" tothen poker nan villzntion In
lone went hntad in band  Just nnehs
ully, hein's Moses wus e (st one to
put the gon o n stlentile basls,
they dones vl Lim the law glver, an*
ekly an o matter o' ¢o'ie the Jews s
1t Licat pokor plavers they (s, takin'

vm n' 1hrg: Mhoy's “xeeptionn,
but gen'ly wpu n' if they's Jews nets
Fthn' In, th'ain't nobedy else got much
|of & ckanst,'

b




